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Summary: 


After defeating the Ancient Devil, Tyrell confesses his guilt. 


Remorse 


Author's Note: 
Written for Fictober prompt "Ancient". 


Karis was engrossed in gathering up sticks for the campfire 
when she heard the sound of approaching feet. She whirled 
around to see Tyrell who stopped in his tracks and flashed 
her an awkward smile. 


"Hey." Tyrell made eye contact with her, then quickly looked 
away, looking around his surroundings. He reached up and 
rubbed the back of his head. "Um. So, are you feeling okay?" 


Karis tilted her head, her brow creasing. "Er, yeah," she said 
slowly. "Of course I am. Why wouldn't | be?" 


"Oh, really? Good. That's good to hear." Tyrell focused his 
gaze on a rock. "Well, I'm really glad to hear it." 


Something was definitely not right, Karis thought as she 
stared at her childhood friend, slowly blinking. "Well, how 
about you, Tyrell, are you feeling alright? You're acting a bit 
odd." 


"Am 1?" Tyrell's gaze flicked back toward her, only for him to 
look away again. His throat bobbed as he swallowed. "I 
guess | was just thinking about that battle we had today, 
you know, the one against that big devil monster." 


"Oh." In their exploration of the dungeon on an island, they 
had run across the Ancient Devil. Unlike all the other 
enemies they had faced so far, this one had the power to 
turn someone against them. That someone had just 
happened to be Karis. "So that's what's bothering you?" 


Tyrell chewed on his lower lip. "How much do you 
remember? Of the possession part, | mean." 


Karis folded her arms, looking thoughtful. "Well, not a lot, it's 
all kind of a blur. | do remember standing there next to the 
monster and facing you guys. | think | was mostly just 
healing it, wasn't I? Thank goodness you all ended up taking 
it down. If | had ended up helping it to defeat you all, well, | 
would have felt pretty bad." 


Tyrell's head drooped and his fists clenched. "We were trying 
to focus only on it, but some of our attacks hit you. We 
didn't want to hurt you." 


"| know." Karis's expression softened. "At that point, | was 
your enemy. You were only doing what you had to do. So 
that's what's bothering you?" 


"Y-yeah. | just feel kind of bad about it." 


"You dumbass." Karis walked up to him and lightly hit his 
shoulder. "You really think | would hold it against you guys? 
Anyway, I'm completely fine. | was all healed up after that 
battle. You're all worried over nothing." 


"Haha, | guess so." Tyrell smiled awkwardly. "I just hated 
having to, you know, fight you. You're..." He paused. "You're 
one of my best friends. So, you know, | don't like seeing you 
hurt. | hope we'll never have to fight something like that 
again." 


"Yeah, Don't think about it anymore, okay? It's all behind us 
now. Now, how about helping me gather up some firewood?" 


"Yeah, alright." Tyrell set about gathering up what he could 
find along with Karis, seeming considerably more cheerful as 
he did so. 


